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Letter | Downside of Love 


Author's Notes: 
| never thought I'd finish this angst fest, let alone post it. 
But a certain someone wouldn't let me forget it. 


So.Happy Birthday @BneJovi 


Letter | - Downside of Love 


Undiscovered Soul tour, Somewhere in Australia, June 1998 

Dear Jon, 

Since | know that this letter will never reach your hands or be read, | feel safe putting pen to paper and 
explaining a few things to you. What | have to say, if you were to view it, would certainly destroy any last 


semblance of peace of mind that | may still have left. 


Why have | chosen to do this and not simply write in a journal? Well, | guess there are a few reasons. 


Firstly, | don't want, or feel the need to journal all my life.just this part which is proving so painful and 
difficult to deal with, day to day. 


Secondly writing Dear Journal, or Dear Diary seems like something a teenage girl would do. We see plenty of 
those night after night, screaming as they try to break past security and get onto the stage. don't 


particularly want to compare myself to them. 


Finally, there is only one person that is causing these issues in my life and as such, | think | want to address 


him directly when seeking my solutions. 


So | guess that means what | really need to do is start this letter again with this... 


Dear Jon, 


We've been working together for fifteen years this week, amazing really. In some ways, it's gone by so quickly, 


and in others, it seems like years of slow and painful torture. Let me explain.. 


| love you. Not just as a bandmate, friend or brother. Not just as lead singer and lead guitarist of a world- 


famous band. Not even just as your writing partner, though that is something | will always treasure. 


Jon Francis Bongiovi, | am totally, completely and hopelessly in love with you..and have been for all of those 


fifteen years. 
There | said it. The one thing | have never said to your face, and never will 
| have loved you since the first night | saw you performing with the rest of the guys. 


I'd just come back from the KISS audition in LA when Alec insisted on dragging me along to see this new band 
he'd joined in my absence. | guess he thought I'd get the job as the new Ace Frehley, but he sure as fuck 
didn't wait around for my return. He assured me that this band was the next big thing. 


Very reluctantly | followed him to the crappy little bar you were playing, expecting to see nothing more than a 
good bar band, indistinguishable from the many others on the scene. | vaguely remembered seeing you 
perform a couple of times with Atlantic City Expressway. You appeared okay for such a young kid but nothing 


special or memorable. How wrong | was. 
From the moment you opened your mouth and sang you had me; hook, line, sinker, rod and fucking tackle bag 
too. It wasn't just your voice but the magical way you used ił. In the space of one song, | knew | was looking at 


a future star. | also knew that | was totally and irreparably in love with you. 


History tells that | marched up to you and proudly informed you that | was going to be your guitarist. God 


does that version of events make me sound conceited? The truth is | was fucking petrified, almost shitting 
myself, and | blurted out the first words my terrified brain could actually string together. | was astonished 


that they made any sense whatsoever. 


Amazingly you didn't just tell me to get lost. Perhaps you had already realised that your style and Sabo's were 
not entirely compatible, but you gave me a chance and | wasn't wasting it. Another thing history fails to 
mention is just how many hours | practised before | walked into that audition | was so determined to impress, 
and when you said "You're in," it felt like my heart took flight. If only | had known then what | know now, ld 


probably have run screaming. 


Along with being the greatest thing that ever happened to me, joining Bon Jovi would prove to be the singular 


source of most of the pain in my life. 


What | didn't know then was that your own heart was already committed and there was never any chance for 
me. You and Dot were an item when | met you and it quickly became clear that you were in love with her. All | 
could do was bide my time, hoping that perhaps | might have my chance. And then one day | thought it had 
happened. 


When you announced that you and Dot had split, | was so torn. Part of me was sorry for the obvious 
heartbreak you went through, and part was rejoicing that perhaps now you might look my way. It wasn't to be 
though, within weeks you had that silly little starlet draped all over you. Watching you with her was worse 
than with Dot..at least | knew she loved you the way you deserved to be loved. 


Your reconciliation with Dot wasn't as surprising as many thought, though you did catch us all off guard when 
you eloped. The thousands of Teenage girls weren't the only ones crying into their pillows that night. That was 
the point at which | knew that what | longed for would never happen. 


So | gritted my teeth and lived with it. | lived with you deliberately flaunting yourself night after night, playing 
up to your audience, flirting and hanging yourself all over me, only to turn your back the moment the lights 


went out. | watched as you took advantage of the many girls who threw themselves at you. 


And | did the same..though | was less concerned with the gender of my partners. Not for nothing did | earn my 
reputation as the King of Swing. There were even several occasions where we shared rooms and girls, but 


always at least two, so that there was never any chance you could be accused of having sex with me. 


Do you have any idea what torture it is to be fucking some nameless groupie while the object of your desire 
is doing the same right next to you? To be so close, yet never allowed to touch? To hear every gasp and 
moan as you approached climax yet not be able to swallow them in kisses? To know your every facial 
expression and tell, yet never be able to be the one who caused them? You have never gifted me the privilege 


of your love, but those memories fuel my fantasies to this day. 


Therein lies my problem.| simply can not fully connect to anyone else. | find it easy to pick up dates and start 
relationships, but before long my partners realise that my attention drifts and that they are not the centre 


of my world. Unsurprisingly, few women are prepared to settle for being second best, even if they don't know 
who is first. I'm getting a reputation for leaving behind a string of broken hearts, but not one of them is 
aware that my own heart is irreparably in splinters. 


But the most painful part of all of this is singing with you when you insist on sharing a mic. It's difficult 
enough singing love songs that you wrote for other people, but when | have to do it inches away from the lips 
| long to kiss, then it's unbearable. | have to close my eyes or stare at my fretboard as if | need to watch 
where my fingers fall. | can't meet your eyes without the overwhelming desire surfacing and, though | have no 
doubt many of the audience would love it, if | were to bring our lips together | doubt that you'd be very 
impressed with that. 


With every year that passes my feelings get harder to disguise..so | self-medicate. Alcohol is the easiest, legal 
and readily available in every bleak, lonely hotel room. When that isn't sufficient, well, harder painkillers aren't 

difficult to obtain on the road. | admit that at times | use more than | should, but how else can | anaesthetise 
the pain? 


I'd always thought that it was only those closest to you who could truly hurt you. In my case, it appears that 


honour goes to you, Jon, the one who will never be close to me in the way | would like. 


Jon, | love you and believe | always will, 
| just wish that you could return my affections. 
RS 


Letter 2 Taking A Chance On The Wind 


Letter 2 - Taking A Chance On The Wind 


Hawaii, April 2013 


Dear Jon, Dear Jon, 

By the time you read these lines, HI be gone. 
Life goes on, right or wrong 

Now the sun is dead and gone. Dear Jon 


Since we've sung love's last song. Dear Jon. 


You know Jon, | never thought that I'd ever be the one to write a classic Dear John letter, least of all to you. 
But here it is the proverbial break-up letter; one that you will never read. 


| wonder if you still remember sharing a tiny hotel room somewhere in Europe before we made it really big, 
before Slippery. We were drunk and hyped from the gig and had brought a couple of groupies back to our 
room. When we'd had our fun and they had left, we sprawled on your bed drinking cheap vodka and watching 
TV. There were only a few channels and choice was limited. We found a dumb sitcom with that silly little 
theme ture. In our inebriated state, your name in the song seemed like the funniest thing we'd ever heard. | 
remember that | sang it to you for the next couple of days before we forgot all about it. Today it seems 
oddly appropriate, except that | won't be singing anything to you, ever again. 


By now you will have been told that | have not left Hawaii, | will not be flying to Calgary and | am not rejoining 
the tour. No doubt you are too distracted with immediate damage control to really think beyond that and to 


realise that | am not coming back, period. Never again will | be Jon Bon Jovi's right-hand man. 


This wasn't what | expected to happen when | left you all in Texas. As planned | flew home and then on to 
Hawaii, but the situation | found was far worse than | had hoped. Heather was not doing at all well and Ava was 
left adrift with almost no support. | did what | could to help them both in the two weeks | had available, but it 


was never going to be enough. 


You miss a lot of life when you're out on the road for most of your time. We all knew that going in and we 


thought we understood but once you have a family it's not as easy. 


Whatever else she might be, Dot has always been the rock that your family was built on She has provided 


the strength when you are away and is the one that you run to when you need to recuperate. 


Sadly for me, its never been like that. I've had no one to help me in that way. For over thirty years I've been 
trying to be that rock for my own family, despite being so far away from them most of the time. With every 
tour that passes it gets harder and harder. The all-consuming Bon Jovi organisation rolls on taking no account 
of those who are caught within its mechanisms. There's no option to do anything else because nothing else is 


allowed. That's where you are required to be, that's what you have to do and that's all there is to it. 


How can | provide the support my family so desperately needs when inside | am slowly crumbling myself? 
Thirty-one years. Years during which | spent more time with you than either of us did with our families. In 
many ways we were more married to each other than our wives, but not in the way | would have wished. 


Never in the way | would have wished and it got harder each year to hide my feelings for you. 


Thirty-one long, painful years! It's finally time. | can't keep living the way | am. I've been torn between my 
family and my loyalty and love for you for too long. This rock has finally eroded to the point of collapse and 


my heart has all but caved in. 


I've made a decision that | have to get back to my family, who need me to be there for them, not just a 
disembodied voice on a phone line from some distant part of the planet. | have to get back to being an 
individual, not just a cog in the Jovi machine. | have to force myself to walk away from the one | love in a way 


he will never reciprocate before there is nothing left of me. 


It wasn't easy. Yeah, | bet that would make you laugh. I'm sure that right now you are picturing me lying on a 
beach in Hawaii giving both you and Bon Jovi the finger. I'm certain that you think | just said / cant be fucked 
and went back to sleep. Far from ił. The decision was one of the hardest | have ever taken. The battle between 
my conscience and my self-preservation raged internally until the last possible minute and it could have gone 


either way. | packed ready to leave..and then forced myself to unpack. Then did it all again. And again. 


When the time came to call the cab to the airport | had to make myself sit down and talk to Ava about what | 
was doing. She suggested that we take the flight back to California and then decide what to do but | knew that 
| couldn't do that. If | took that first flight then sure as hell I'd be on the second one to Calgary. The only way 


| could do this was to make the break clean, quick and final. 


So why didn't | speak to you and tell you what | was going to do? Why did | leave it until the last minute to 


inform you? Why did | do this in a way that would cause you maximum stress and inconvenience? 


I'm still not quite certain, but | can tell you this much. didn't plan for events to go down the way they have. 
No way, no how. Although, I'm sure right now that's exactly what you think | did. 


The truth, or at least what | believe is true, is that | simply couldn't allow myself to speak to you. The 


moment | heard your voice, | would have fallen straight back under your Thrall. I'm sure that if | had, you 


would have asked me to come back until you could get a stand-in or for a short time, ło reconsider my 


decision 


Do you know that in the thirty-odd years we've known each other, I've never been able to refuse you.. 
anything? | realise that it might not have seemed that way at times, especially when it came to our music. | 
would never back down and let something that could be improved go without at least arguing my case but in 
the end, whatever you decided, | always deferred to your judgement. No, Richie, the solo can only be eight bars 
long not sixteen Yes, | know we've already done over two-hundred gigs, but another couple of dozen won't kill us 


or even We are sending you ło rehab. Whatever command or request you made, | said yes..every damn time. 


So what do you think would have happened if | had spoken to you this time? Would it have been any 
different? 


| know damn well that I'd have been suckered right back into the middle of the same all-consuming vortex that 


has been slowly killing me these many years. 


Was there a better way for me to do this? Fuck yes, there was definitely a better way, but not one that | 
could've gone through with. 


If I'd given you more notice, | think we both know how things would have played out. You'd have been on the 
damn phone immediately, chasing me down, forcing me to speak to you and | know where that would have led; 
straight back into my own personal version of hell. Even if I'd managed to avoid taking your calls you would've 
simply hopped on Jovi Air and flown straight down here, flashing that pleading look, with exactly the same 
result. Saying no to you on the phone is tough enough, but in person, its simply not possible, at least for me. 


If you had found me, there is no doubt that I'd have been going back on that bloody jet with you. 


| felt like | was left with only one option, one possibility for escape; | had to give you so little notice that you 
simply didn't have time to hunt me down without abandoning your own responsibilities. It wasn't good, it wasn't 


right, but it had to happen that way. 


And now we all have to face the consequences of my actions. | realize that as far as you and the rest of the 
world are concerned, | am going to look like the bad guy. In many ways, it's true. I'm the screwed-up, borderline 
addict who abandoned his friends and fans without warning and apparently without care. Its not really what 
you expect friends to do. 


But it is the only option for unrequited love. 


| wish you and the guys every success for the future, which I'm sure will be long and fruitful. Phil will fit 
right in, just like he did last time and even the fans will soon forget me. Well, maybe not the most rabid, but 
certainly for the majority, just like Alec, | will soon become little more than an unimportant historical footnote 


in the ongoing Bon Jovi story. 


Meanwhile, | will sit here and begin rebuilding the crumbling ruins of my heart, or at least try to shore up the 


damage, to some extent, so it doesn't disintegrate completely. 
| love you, Jon, now and | suspect until the day | die. 

| don't want to! 

But | have no choice. 


RS 


Letter 3 - Weathering The Storm 


Letter 3 - Weathering The Storm 


California, Dec 2017 


Dear Jon, 


So..it finally happened. You made it into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. | can just imagine the look on your face 
right now, it was always something you wanted. | bet your smile would light up several small towns. It feels like 
an eternity since the last time | saw that smile directed at me. 


But therein lies the rub. You made it. Not any of us. Yeah, | know my name is on that list of inductees, along 
with the rest, but Bon Jovi was never a band in the true sense. We were then, and the others still are, just 


employees; nothing more and nothing less. 


So any induction for Bon Jovi is really for Jon Bongiovi and his employees. Since this induction takes place in 
2018, then surely it should be the 2018 employees who attend. When other companies win awards they don't 


drag out employees who quit years before, especially those who left numerous burning bridges in their wake. 


Which brings me to my main point. | really don't want to attend this ceremony. There will be no good comes of 
it, and probably more hassle than either of us truly wants to deal with. 


This induction is supposed to be about what Bon Jovi has achieved so far and the legacy that they will leave, 
not what they might do in the future. 


If | agree to come then | suspect that my presence alone will become the main attraction for at least a 
section of Bon Jovi fans and much of the press contingent. | may not like social media very much, but even | 
know that the Darksiders are still out there and at times very vocal. | don't want this to become a media 


circus revolving around whether or not | will ever rejoin the band. 


Plus, | still think this should be about the band that is active now, both those that have survived 30 years 
being chewed up in the Jovi machine and those that have allowed themselves to be dragged into the system in 


later years. 


| escaped, | quit, it isn't my place to be there. My time in a rock and roll band truly wasn't a life sentence as it 


turned out. 


After all, what was | to you? A writing companion, definitely. And | was proud to take my place with you in the 
Songwriters Hall of Fame in 2001. That felt right, that felt justified. 


But, within the band itself, | was nothing more than another employee, a guitarist, to be used and potentially 
discarded if | proved less than useful. | haven't forgotten the threats you threw at me when | fell too far into 
an alcoholic haze. You were extremely good at that part, but not at working out exactly why | needed so much 
chemical support to get out there and simply do my job. You demanded respect and loyalty from all of us, but 
you rarely gave it back. 


| guess that brings me back to the point of this letter. 


I dont want to attend the ceremony. 
I cant bear the thought of playing with your current band 
I dont want ło stand on a stage in front of the world with you. 


| dont want ło deal with the hassle it will no doubt bring 


David would probably kill me before he would ever willingly set foot on a stage with me again and | won't say 
that | blame him. My method of departure was not what he expected of someone he thought was a friend. 
Hugh and Tico are probably not quite so uncomfortable with the idea of me being around, but | doubt that | 


would be made particularly welcome by them, though it would be nice to see Alec again. 


Phil has worked hard to earn his place and respect in Bon Jovi. The last thing he needs is my presence and he 
sure as hell doesn't deserve to feel I'm there as his better. Plus | really can't see myself sharing the stage 
with Shanks. You do realise many of the fans refer to him as Skanks, don't you??! | know you like him, but I still 
think he was one of the worst things to happen to Bon Jovi. 


As for you. The thought of performing with you, being forced to interact as the crowd would expect.| simply 

can't do it. They say time heals all pain Well, | can tell you now that it isn’t true. | still feel all the love for you 
that | did before | left, if anything it's gotten worse over time. | simply can't bear the thought of you touching 
me and sharing those longing looks, just for you to turn your back on me and run straight back to Dot at the 
end of the night. | know my love isn't reciprocated, but | don't need to stand in front of the whole world while 

you unknowingly rub that fact in my face. 


So | won't be attending the ceremony, but I'm not going to do anything to draw attention to that. I'm not Axl, 
Ozzy or one of the Sex Pistols. | won't send a letter for the press to publish all over the internet, or to be 
shown on the big screens at the ceremony. | won't publicly refuse induction, again risking drawing attention 


away from you and the rest of the band. 


Tomorrow | will simply contact my lawyer and ask them to advise you, or more likely your extensive law team, 
that | have a previous engagement that | do not wish to cancel. What you choose to do with this information is 
up to you, but I hope | don't wake up the next day to see more headlines from the Jovi machine dragging my 

name through the mud. l'm not rejecting the induction because we both know the press shit storm that would 


generate; |m just exercising my right to choose not to be there. 


Enjoy your night, with the rest of your band around you. Whatever else you might have done, whether 


deliberately or not, you do deserve this honour. 

Be happy in your life, as | will try to be, well, at least not unhappy in mine. 
| will love you, always and forever, 

Unfortunately! 


RS 


PS. California, Feb 2018 
John Francis Bongiovi Jnr..you are a bastard. A Class-A, motherfucking bastard. 


There | said it.and | bet that would go down well with the fucking media if | posted that on Twitter. Nobody 
gets to call their golden boy a bastard, especially not his estranged guitarist. 


Why do you have to continue to torment me? | ran as far away from New Jersey as possible without leaving 
the US mainland, but apparently, it wasn't far enough. | try not to have any unnecessary interaction with you, 


yet you still manage to make me dance to your tune. 

You and your law team have surpassed yourself this time. | quietly made it known that | would not be joining 
you for the ceremony in April. What was so wrong with that? Why did you have to take away what little 
peace of mind | have left? 


| have to admit it was clever though. 


First, you hassle me via our lawyers; requests, pleas, demands, before you resort to outright threats. Yeah 


okay, to the outside world it wouldn't look that way. You and the Jovi machine are nothing if not clever. 


Then, you generously offer to pay my expenses, as if | would need or want any monetary assistance. When | 
still turn you down, you twist the story to make it seem like that was my main reason, despite the fact | 
made it quite clear that | simply don't wish to be there..period. 


Now you are threatening to issue a simple release suggesting that the reason | won't come is purely financial. 
A neat trick, that one! We both know that it would be very carefully phrased and merely indicate that you 
offered to pay me as a performer, the same way you pay your other band members. It would be noted that 
everyone else agreed and only | turned you down. There would even be a hint that perhaps | was looking for 


more money but that you would only offer the same as everyone else. Always known as a fair man is Jon Bon 


Jovi. Ha, fucking ha, we both know how little truth there is in that. Bastard! 

And there you go. Richie Sambora now becomes the vindictive former member who thinks he is too good for 
the rest of the band, whilst poor Jon Bon Jovi sits in interviews being shocked and devastated that his former 
brother is being so self-centred. 

| know we used to joke about being our own small branch of the mafia but | never thought you'd bring that 
back and use it against me. | guess it's true what they say about once in the mafia, you are in it for life. It 
appears that there is still no escape from the Jovi machine and, once again, you have made that painfully clear 
to me. 

| just hope you know what you are doing. This whole event has the potential to be a total, fucked-up disaster, 
even if no one actually resorts to brawling in public. | don't expect to see many happy smiling faces when the 
rest of the band has to meet me. And God only knows just how bad we're going to sound after so many years. 
| really wish you would simply leave me alone and let me try to find some version of peace in this world. 

Ill say it again..you are a Class-A mother fucking bastard. 


But this time it seems that you win. 


So | guess I'll put on my public smile and I'll see you all and Howard Stern in Cleveland in April. At least | know 


he likes me and won't have a knife waiting to stick in my back. 
| only wish | could say the same for everyone else. 

| still think you're a bastard, 

But | love you, anyway, 


RS 


PPS. California, May 2018 
OMG, what a shit-show! What a fucking huge shit show! 


I'd tell you / fold you so, but since you've never read this letter, nor will you, | guess I'll have to just think it... 
loudly! 


| knew my attendance at the Hall of fame was never going to go well, and | anticipated problems with David, 
but even | underestimated how bad it could and would get. Once upon a time we were all but brothers and | 


expected his annoyance with me, but | was still surprised how much his total rebuff hurt. 


From the moment | walked into the rehearsal room and he refused any form of greeting, simply turning his 
back and walking away, it was clear what the tone was going to be. In the space of those precious few hours 


we had to be together | mostly saw the back of his head. 


Playing together sucked too, mainly due to your keyboardist refusing to pay any attention to the lead guitar. 
Its hard to lock in your sound when you are being systematically and deliberately ignored. 


Still, we persevered and made it to the ceremony. Do you know that was the only time David spoke to me 
throughout the entire event? | was already seated when he walked behind me and growled So you bothered 
your ass enough to turn up to this gig? A dozen words. Over thirty years together and he only had a dozen 


words to say to me. 


Howard's speech didn't help any, with his poor taste jokes about me and barely mentioning David. | admit I'd 
have been rather miffed about that too and the recordings show just how pissed off he was. As we gathered 
to move to the stage, David hugged everyone there.. except me. Once again he deliberately turned his back on 


me and stalked away to escape up the stairs, only this time the whole world watched it happen 


Given his dismissive attitude, | was amazed when he even mentioned my name in his speech, but did you notice 
the tone of voice? The venom in that one syllable alone made it clear that he regarded me as something he'd 


rather scrape off his shoe than consider a friend. 


And as for the performance. We were shit! There's no other way of putting it. If we'd sounded like that on one 
of the tours you'd have been hauling us backstage for one of your famous dressing downs, and we'd have 
deserved every bit of it. It would be funny if it wasn't so sad that my last ever performance with you was 


mostly memorable for being one of the worst. 


And then, right at the end as we were about to leave, it happened. As we were all moving around hugging and 


congratulating one another for having got through the set, more or less together, David obviously lost track 


of where | was and suddenly we were face to face. For a moment | thought he was going to turn the cold 
shoulder and walk away again, but | guess that would have been too much even for him. So he reached out and 
for the first and only time acknowledged my existence with a hug. An unwanted hug that you would give a 
detested relative, with all the warmth of a polar iceberg. Less than a second later he was gone moving on 


quickly to someone else, anyone else. 


The after-show party was a lesson in avoidance, on both our parts. Twelve words and the stiffest hug in 
history are all that's left of a thirty-year friendship. But do you know what? That wasn't the worst part of 
the event. 


More painful and hardest to bear was my interaction with you, Jon. 


Backstage and the first part of the ceremony weren't so bad. Predictably you kept your distance and, when we 
were forced to speak to each other, both of us were polite to a fault. You even kept it cool during your 
speech, which, by the way, was far too long and sounded like a badly edited Wikipedia entry. If, as you said, 
you'd been writing that speech for so many years, it's a pity you didn't edit it down a bit. That said, | guess | 


was lucky that there was only one obvious dig at me, which | admit | thoroughly deserved. 


What made things so difficult for me was that when we were playing you stopped keeping that polite distance. 
Somewhere in that frequently cringe-worthy performance, you seemed to forget that | am no longer your 
right-hand man. | suddenly found you there, right beside me, sharing that special smile, just like in the ‘80s 
and ‘10s. 


And my still-fragile heart shattered all over again. 


That was the reason | left, Jon. | couldn't bear sharing those moments with you, only to watch you casually 
turn your back on me to rush into Dot's waiting arms. | couldn't then, and | can't now. The passing years have 


not reduced the pain and, right here, right now, | feel as raw as | did when | walked away. 


| know you will never be mine in the way that | would wish and these brief glimpses of what it might have 
been will destroy what is little left of me. The way | feel today, after events in Cleveland, | honestly don't 
believe | can handle this again, even for a special event. | suspect that | have played my last ever gig with Bon 
Jovi, which will no doubt please Lema, so at least someore will be happy. It's just a pity it will be remembered 
as a shit gig. 


| love you Jon, and | guess I'm doomed to always do so. 


RS 


Letter 4 - Nowadays 


Letter 4 - Nowadays 


California, August 2022 


Dear Jon, 


Its been a few years since | felt the need to write to you, but recent events have poked at my memories and 
reopened a few old wounds. Unlike you, | choose to vent my frustrations in a private letter whereas you 


usually seem to prefer the gossip-hungry press or the pages of some glossy magazine. 


| thought that, after the Hall of Fame, you and | had cleared the air to some extent and reached a new 
improved phase in our relationship. If not, | had hoped that we had at least reached a ceasefire and had agreed 


not to throw any further grenades in each other's direction 
So why do you keep doing exactly that? 


| have no idea what you were thinking, calling your last album 2020, or were you thinking at all? That was a 
particularly shitty year all things considered. Did you even consider changing the title, or was that just too 
much hassle? That said, | guess it was kinda appropriate for a pretty depressing album. At a time when the 


world needed some happiness and fun, you gave it an album full of gloom. 


What's more, you were so keen on the American life aspects that you carelessly alienated the rest of the 
world. Yes, the events you covered were important but choosing American Reckoning as a single was never 


going to strike a chord with your international fans. Or have you forgotten about them? 


It was also very noticeable that you were pretty much alone in promoting the album. Did you deliberately 
choose that road, or were the rest of the band unwilling to help? | know David was otherwise occupied, but 
where were Tico, Hugh and Phil? Perhaps they were deliberately distancing themselves from something they 
were not too keen to be associated with. Or how about your biggest brown-noser, Skanks? l'm starting to like 


the way that sounds, ya know?! 


That said there were a couple of good tracks on there. | liked Limitless. That was a good song, but it felt 
unfulfilled. It could have been so much more. Where was the guitar solo? You really should've stepped back and 
let Phil do what he does best. After all, thats why you recruited him to replace me and what you are paying 


him for. 


You know Jon, it's rather ironic that even though you were supposed to be promoting your album you still 


took the opportunity to verbally attack me. It's gotten very old having to waste my time defending myself in 


the press every time you see fit to open your mouth. 


What was it you said in those interviews? You know, the ones that | had to do my own interview to 
counteract? Oh yes, | remember. You said you were wishing | was sane and sober, had my life together and was 


still in the band Well, for your information, | am, | do and I'm not..in that order. 


But sane and sober. Well now, that's a bit rich coming from you! Pretty much every photo of you that | see, 
these days, shows you drinking or at least holding and advertising that damned wine. Pot and kettle or what? 
Yes, | do know you are supporting Jesse, but some of the crap you've pulled recently has made me look like 
the sensible one. 


That stupid video of you and Jesse after the Hampton Water Charity online gig. The Pong Championship? Okay, 
so the gig wasn't too bad, but afterwards! For fuck's sake Jon, you were completely rat assed. What the fuck 
were you thinking permitting, no encouraging, yourself to be filmed in that state? Actually, forget | asked that. 
Clearly, you werent thinking. What was amusing back in the ‘BOs when you were young and sexy, simply 


appears cringeworthy in an ageing rockstar. Do you have any idea how much of an ass you made of yourself? 


And do you know how annoyed | was with myself that | watched every fuckin minute of that drivel..several 
times? 


| still don't know why you allowed that atrocity to be seen in public. You don't need the money and it certainly 
wasn't a particularly good advert for Hampton Water. Drink our wine and you too can act lke a middle-aged 
wino, not exactly the message they are probably aiming for! And did you know it's still up there on YouTube, 
under the inglorious title of Jon Bon Jovi being drunk for 3 minutes straight? Classy..not! After all the vitriol 
you've thrown at me in the last few years, there you are publicly teaching young Jesse the same behaviour 


you criticize me so heavily about. 


And speaking of being seen in public, why oh why do you have to let yourself look so much like an ageing 
rocker? It's not as though you don't have the money to get professional advice. Why persist in leaving your 
hair to go grey? It really doesn't suit you. It wouldn't take much effort to dye it and you'd look so much 
better too. 


More like the Jon | remember. And still love. Much to my self-disgust! 


Meanwhile, the ageing rocker has put the band back together and gone back out on the road. | think the most 
interesting thing about the whole 2022 tour is the lack of information. | guess dispensing with free seats for 
the press was partly to blame, but even the fans seem to have been quieter than usual. Not that | would 


know much about that. 


Ah, who am | trying to fool? | read every review that | come across. | admit that there is a small part of me 
that hopes to see poor reviews, vindicating how important my presence was to the Jovi sound. But the main 
reason | actively seek out reviews is that my stupid heart simply doesn't know when or how to let go and 


craves any tiny droplet of information, no matter how insignificant. 


The reviews seem to fall into two camps; one side seeing only perfection and the other downright critical of 
everything from song selection, to performance, to dress sense and the inevitable vocal quality. For me, the 
truth falls somewhere between the two, but | do have to wonder how some of those choices were made. Were 
there any dissenting voices and were they ignored? I'd have forced you to reconsider several issues and I'd 
have thought David and Tico would too. Did you just override them both or was David too busy to care and 
Tico left as the lone voice of reason? | get the distinct feeling that Phil would never stand up and argue his 


point with you and we all know Skanks is your pet yes man 


The biggest shock to me was watching you on that stage. The vocalist | remember was a natural, holding fans, 
both male and female, in the palm of his hand, with his trademark smile and emotional delivery. The man | saw 
in those clips had none of that passion and, for the most part, could have been walking death row to the 
gallows. | don't know what has gone so wrong for you Jon, but you need to find your passion and joy in 


performing again before it burns you out. 
As | know only too well 


Yes, | am aware that this letter is at risk of becoming one long, self-absorbed rant. To be honest, it probably 
already is. But so what?! At least l'm venting my spleen here in private and not out there in the gutter press. 
Can you imagine the furore that would occur if | posted any comment about you, good or bad, on Twitter or 


Facebook? 
Just like the one you did recently. 


Okay, so | know it wasn't you personally, just some underling in an office, but seeing online birthday greetings 
sent in my direction from anyone associated with Jovi was rather a shock to my system. It's been many years 
since you have done or even allowed that and | simply can't believe that anyone working for the Jovi machine 


would risk doing so without your express approval. 
So why? And more importantly why now? 


| noticed that some of the fans asked that very question, though predictably garnering no official response. 
What has changed? And what were you hoping to achieve? Not that | don't trust you, haha yeah right, but you 
rarely take any direct action without a good reason. It's kind of a pity that you don't always seem to apply the 


same rule to running off at the mouth, especially about me. 


Is it possible that you're extending an olive branch? Is this where we finally stop this online war once and for 
all? | know I'm far from innocent in this shit-storm of our own creation. Despite having my reasons, I'll admit 
that the way | left was reprehensible and that | deserved at least some vilification for that. What | don't feel | 
deserved was the persistent and ongoing public attacks from you that have plagued me ever since, to the 


extent that | have, on occasion, sunk to the same level and returned fire. | regret those moments of weakness. 


What's the saying? You always hurt the ones you lovel | guess | proved that one, in spades. 


Despite all that has happened, nothing has ever changed in how | feel about you. I still love you, just as much 
as | did way back when. By keeping my distance, over time | have learnt to live with the constant ache of 
unreciprocated feelings, but this recent change in tone from you has me worried that my hard-earned peace 


of mind may be at risk 


Because I'm beginning to wonder exactly what you have up your sleeve for the fortieth-anniversary 


celebrations next year. 
And do | want to know? 


| seem to remember, when asked if | would ever consider rejoining the band, | made some blasé comment 
about not counting it out, but that it would have to be a special situation. 


Why do | now suspect that | might live to regret those offhand words? 

If you are building up to some form of gala concert, similar to the Hall of Fame, though hopefully more 
rehearsed, then that might, at a push, be doable. | know that after the debacle | swore I'd never go back, but 
it would be tempting. On the other hand, if you are thinking about something rather more substantial like a 
reunion, be it for a single tour or permanent, then that will be something far more difficult for me to handle. 
But if you do ask, | suspect | will cave and say yes. 

| doubt my heart would survive another painful encounter with you. 

But I'll try. 

| have no choice. 

Because | still love you with every fibre of my being. 


And | always will 


RS 


Letter 5 - Harlem Rain 


Letter 5 - Harlem Rain 


California, Jan 2035 


Dear Jon, 


This will be the final letter | write to you, if only because | am finding it more and more difficult each day to 
physically hold a pen | guess that is the final irony for someone who made their living writing down music and 


lyrics. 


Is been weeks since | could hold a guitar, never mind manage to play; | can barely even stand to look at them 
anymore. | suspect that someday very soon | will ask Ava to take the last couple down to my studio. Out of 
sight, out of mind, since | know, with absolute surety, that | will never again enter that once happy space. 


It's kind of ironic that, despite being known as a guitarist, singer, songwriter and producer, in that order 


according to Wiki, | personally consider my songwriting to be my greatest legacy. 


Good guitarists are easy to find, great ones are not that rare, and although | am truly proud of some of 
those solos, there were and still are many other guys out there writing solos of similar or better quality. 
Then again, | guess if | really wanted to be remembered for my guitar solos | probably shouldn't have joined a 
band that limited them to eight bars or perhaps, on a really good day, sixteen. Being the Bon Jovi guitarist was 


never going to afford me the opportunity to play fifteen-minute improvised solos on a regular basis. 


Still those songs, especially those we wrote together, will live on, long after | am dead and gore. Even Today | 
can turn on any random radio station or playlist and almost guarantee hearing one of the big hits. I'm never 


quite sure if that makes me feel young again, or every day of my advanced years. 


| see you still make the news and it was good to see you and Dot on TV early last year as you celebrated the 
fiftieth anniversary of the release of Bon Jovi. Such a happy face too; that wide, loving smile that you are 


famous for. | can only wish that it could have been directed at me just one last time. 


Who would have guessed on the first night we spent together writing in my parent's basement, that over fifty 
years later Come Back and Burning for Love would be played on national television? It seems like a lifetime ago. 


It was a lifetime ago. Mine. 


| suppose that next year there will be similar events celebrating the golden anniversary of Slippery. | can hear 
you now talking about how much you still regret that minor third key change in Prayer whilst David shakes his 
head and laughs quietly beside you. | hope you and the guys enjoy the celebrations. Sadly | won't be able to. It 


might have been good to stand beside you on a stage one last time. Though perhaps not; the Hall of Fame 


Induction was not the most comfortable moment. 


This brings me to the proverbial elephant in the room. | know for a fact that | won't be enjoying any 
celebrations for Slippery next year or, most likely, even for Fahrenheit in a couple of months. My time is 


almost over. | have cancer. And it's terminal. 


Ive had the big C for a couple of years now, and until recently had been successfully fighting my own private 
war against it. Sadly, this week it has become clear that I've finally lost the battle. The cancer has spread and 


I've entered stage four. It's no longer a case of if it kills me anymore. It's now when and just how quickly. 


With that thought in mind, and remembering watching how my Dad suffered, | have made several decisions. l'm 
not going to fight for every possible minute of life and put Ava and her children through the hell of watching 
me suffer a prolonged death. All my affairs are in order and I've made certain my family will be financially 


secure when l'm gone. I've accepted my fate; now | just wish to slip away quickly and quietly. 


This morning Ava and | signed and countersigned several documents. As of today, | am refusing all treatment 
and medical intervention, with the exception of absolutely necessary palliative care. It was somewhat daunting 


reading the DNAR forms, but I'm convinced that I've done the right thing. Although, it would be rather ironic if 


a simple stroke or heart attack were to beat cancer as my final cause of death. 


So far I've managed to keep the press or even anyone outside my immediate family from discovering what is 
happening. | guess that becoming something of a recluse these final few years has been helpful in that way. If 
things go to plan, | will be cremated and my ashes scattered before anyone else realises I'm dead. Under no 
circumstances do | wish to put Ava or my grandchildren through the ordeal of any form of public funeral or 
memorial service. Let them grieve in peace, and let the rest of the world get fucked. | have no desire for my 


death to be turned into a media circus. 


If the Buddhists and Hindus are right then perhaps one day you and | will meet again in another lifetime. If that 
is the case, then | can only hope that whatever fates there are decide to smile on me and that | might have 


more luck than | did in this one. 


If the Catholic beliefs of my childhood are correct, then | guess l'm due to spend more than a few years in 
Purgatory for my sins. Unless, of course, I'm heading straight for hell, do not pass go, do not collect $200. At 
times it has felt like I've spent much of the last fifty years locked in my own secret version of Purgatory. | 
wonder if that time will count in my favour? 


| prefer to believe that | will simply be reunited with those | have lost. It would be nice to think that | will be 


able to see my parents and Alec again. It has been far too long. 


Now, we come to my final words. Unlike many, | have a little time to think about what | want to say to those | 
love. No, watch out for that bus or | knew I should've fixed the brakes for me. | have the luxury of that time 
and hence the pressure to get it exactly right. 


So, here are my last words to you, John Francis Bongiovi Jnr. | love you. | love you today as much as | did way 
back when we met and throughout my whole life. Nothing that has happened between us has ever changed 


that and, given my current circumstances, | feel quite secure in saying now that nothing ever will 

I'm sorry that | was never able to tell you how | felt and that you could never return those feelings. Your 
heart belonged to Dot before | ever met you. | never begrudged her the unimaginable joy of that devotion, 
even though it doomed me to my sorry fate. At the end of the day, what | wished for most was your 
happiness, even if it came at the very expense of my own 

| will always regret that my own weakness drove me to run from you. | simply couldn't bear seeing you every 
single day while knowing that you would never be able to return my love. At least this way you got to live 


your life and | found a way ło exist without you. It wasn't a perfect solution, but it was the best | could do. 


| wish you and Dot love and every happiness for the rest of your lives, however long those may turn out to 


be. 

But | can't help wishing that it had been me, not Dot, who got to bask in your love 
Toke care of yourself, Jon 

| love you with all my heart, 


Now, always and forever, 


RS 


Letter + - Father Time 


And one letter that was sent. 


Letter +l - Father Time 


California, Feb 2035 


Dear Uncle Jon, 


As | told you in my brief phone call, Dad died on Tuesday evening. He passed quietly in his sleep in his own bed, 
as he wanted. | was able to be there with him, holding his hand, until his final breath. His death truly was a 


blessing after the suffering of his last few weeks and he is now free of pain and at peace. 


As per his final requests, Dad's body will be cremated early tomorrow morning in a private, family ceremony. 
There will be no fuss, no funeral, no fancy memorials and, most importantly, no press. Afterwards, his ashes 
will be scattered in the garden of his home. In order to prevent the media from being made aware, it was also 
his express wish that no one with any connections to Bon Jovi should fly out to be present. He did mention 


that a precedent had already been set for secret ceremonies within the Jovi camp. 


The attached key opens the enclosed pick box, which was Dad's most treasured possession. It was always kept 
beside his bed and it was securely locked at all times. | believe he carried the key with him wherever he went. 
| found it fixed to the back of his favourite crucifix, the one he refused to remove even in his final days when 
he became very sick The box itself was the last thing that Dad asked for before he passed and he held it 
tightly in his hand over his heart until the very end. 


Dad made specific reference to the box and its contents in his Will. The enclosed picks are his mementoes of 
various particularly notable gigs that he played. Each one is different and most have the relevant date 
scratched on the back. Some of them have also been signed by the other musicians with whom he shared the 
stage that night. l'm sure that many of those dates will mean more to you than me as the majority of them 
predate my birth. Dad was aware that, in the aftermath of his death, they would be worth a considerable sum 
and it was his wish that his collection should be sold or auctioned in aid of charity. | feel that you, or rather 
the Jovi camp, would be best placed to do this and raise as much money as possible. The charity | leave for 
you to choose, but | believe Dad would have wanted to select one that helps those in need in his native New 


Jersey to benefit. 


As for the rest of the contents. | am not exactly complying with the letter of Dad's stated wishes, but | feel 
strongly that | am complying with the spirit of those wishes and that this is the right thing to do. 


The enclosed letters have been kept in this box for as long as | can remember. Dad used to write another for 
the collection occasionally, but to the best of my knowledge, he rarely added to them and never reread any 


after they were finished. As you can tell by the yellowing paper, some of them were written many years ago. 


The ribbon holding them together is also rather old and | believe is the original. Once, back before | started 
high school, | offered to replace it with my fresh red ribbon, but Dad refused, stating that he always liked 
that particular shade of blue. 


Dad's Will asked that | ensure the letters were burnt, in order to make absolutely certain that they would 
never be offered for sale on eBay. Despite his firm belief that the contents would potentially be the cause of 
much distress, he could never quite bring himself to destroy them, even when he was aware that his own 


death was rapidly approaching. After he passed | took them out, fully intending to comply with that request. 
Until | saw the name of the addressee on each envelope. 


Uncle Jon, for whatever reason, Dad wrote all these letters to you, but he never mailed them. | have not 
opened them nor read them, nor will | ever do so. By sending them to you | offer you an opportunity along 
with an obligation Dad specifically requested that these letters be reduced to ashes, and | now pass that 
responsibility on to you. As the addressee, whether or not you choose to open them first | leave unto your 


discretion. 


Our family will be releasing a formal death notice and statement to the press at 1 am PST next Monday, by 
which time Dad's ashes will have been scattered in the garden of his house and we will all have left California 
for a long vacation in an undisclosed location. You might wish to have a statement prepared by that time, as | 


rather suspect that the press will be knocking at your door shortly afterwards. 

Please pass my regards to the rest of the band and their respective families. | never really understood what 
went wrong between you and Dad, but even in his estrangement, he regarded you all as his brothers and 
friends. 

Right to the very end 


Love to you all, 


Ava 


Epilogue — All Hail The King 


Author's Notes: 
„and one letter that was sent.. 


Epilogue - All Hail The King 


New Jersey, Feb 2035 


The box, that had been sent by express courier, had arrived earlier that day. Lying open on the small side 
table beside his favourite chair, the contents seemed to beckon to Jon; drawing him in and demanding his 
attention. He placed Ava's accompanying note, which he had just finished reading for the third time, on the 
table beside the box. 


In the fireplace, the crackling fire burned brightly, flames dancing in the gently moving air currents. Jon silently 
watched them flickering for a few moments before turning his attention back to the waiting box. 


Taking out a small handful of guitar picks, he smiled sadly when he saw several very familiar designs and 
colours. He selected one and turned it over, recognising the scratched date January lOth, 1990, and recalling the 
Hammersmith Odeon gig they had played, where Jimmy Page had joined them on stage. The pick was unsigned 
and Jon guessed that even his exuberant lead guitarist had been too star-struck on that occasion to request 


an autograph from one of his childhood heroes. 


Randomly, Jon selected a second pick from the pile. The date, August Ith, 2002, didn't ring any bells for Jon, 
but the familiar Les Paul signature on the back suggested that this had been Richie's reminder of the night 
that he had joined the father of the electric guitar on stage at the Iridium Club. He smiled sadly as he 
remembered Richie calling him in the early hours of the morning to tell him all about it, still totally hyped up 
after sharing the stage with another hero. 


Sighing, he dropped the plastic disks back into the box and removed the small bundle of papers still bound in 
their faded blue ribbon. Although he already knew the author, it didn't lessen the shock of seeing his own name 


written in the very familiar looped handwriting on the front of the first envelope. 


Jon tugged the ends of the blue ribbon free and, with a shaking hand, pulled the first envelope out of the 
bundle. 


~~The End~~ 


End Notes 


This story has been a long time in writing. 
It was originally the product of long, lockdown, Instagram conversations and far too much time to think. 
The beginning came quickly, as did the ending. Then it stalled. 


I'd all but given up on ever completing it and had thrown it into my dead docs folder, but my online pokey 


conscience wasn't allowing that. 

So, Thank You to @BneJovi for her podding and nagging plus, in a reversal of our usual roles, beta reading for 
me. She was the one responsible for the amazing choice of songs for chapter titles. 

Many thanks are also due to @Catstaff, who read the completed version and helped persuade me to post it 


when | was about to chicken out. 


Finally, to anyone who made it through the angst to this point, thank you so much for your time and support. 
Reading your comments has been an amazing experience that | will never forget. 


aon S wm 


Letter | - Downside of Love - Undiscovered Soul 


hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tKMYk3UHvcO 


Letter 2 - Taking A Chance On The Wind - Aftermath of the Lowdown 


hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Gl_2vbV3SM 


Dear John - Theme music for the UK TV series 
hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tmBZnViTYRw 


Letter 3 - Weathering The Storm - Aftermath of the Lowdown 


hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=begmrpZzink 


Letter 4 - Nowadays - Aftermath of the Lowdown 


hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HwhZYImcNFo 


Letter 5 - Harlem Rain - Undiscovered Soul 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v =tAnvaXBVy2I 


Letter Plus | - Father Time - Undiscovered Soul 


htHtps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =aVF5YOxkPew 


Epilogue - All Hail the King - This House Is Not For Sale 


hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uk-4Qs2rYyl 


Jimmy Page with Bon Jovi - January 10, 1990 
Hammersmith Odeon, London, England, UK 


hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nQYGoeP lyVQ 


Richie Sambora guesting with Les Paul - August Ith, 2002 


Iridium Jazz Club, Broadway, New York City 


hHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v = I3FsogGH Tqf 


